
"They won't ho, granny. so long's
you llvo, or so long's I llvo," tho grcnt
suithrowncd boy assured hor as ho
BOizod her Ih Uls arms. Ilo prcssrel a
kiss on her thln old check, placed her
chair as if hIiq had bcen a small child
and went awuy to the Hold.
Tho old woman roso and watched

after him.
"It aln't boon a great whllo," sho

musoel thoughtfully, "slnco Byron Thc
oeloro was ln long cloes, an' I was kop'
busy tryln' to koop lilm stlll, How
tlmo do Hy!"
Sho slglied nnd lookod acrors to tho

olel log houso among tho .retiard trees,
"And thero's whor Byron Theoduro

nn' Llbby wauts to bogin llfo together.
Woll, I do hopo they'll bo n-j happy
together as mo nn' .lohn was. 'Twns
jost about thls tlme o' year whon mo
an' him was marriod. Then tho houso
was new nnd tho trees was young nnd
Ktrniglit. I was a brldo thon, an' my
land, but I wns happy. 1 r'membor
tho next mornin' nfter wo was marrbil
.lohn got up an' wont to tho door, nn'
ho says, 'Come here, Llzzybcth, an'
see tho bloom o' tho orcharel trees.
Anel smoll 'cm. Ura-m! Wo'ro riore,
rnle poro, but I reckon they aln't u

mlllynnro no placo that can 'ford tu
lct hls wlfo llvo in p'furnery llke
can.' Thon ho ketched mo up ln hls
arms nn.' says, 'Look out thoro, Llzzy¬
both; there's a bee a-lookln' for honey.
Ho do bo thinkln' you'ro n applo blos-
som, and I d'claro you do look llko
ono, nll plnk nn' whlto.' Them was

happy days. Hut they're gono, an'
I'm n old, woroout woman. an' the
house ls old, and tho trees ls olel an'
bent an' crooked. An' John. my John
still, is waitin' fer mo. I'd like to
see John mighty woll, I we.uid. But
I'm past soventy now, so it won't Ur.
long, I reckon."

.She dried hor oyes on hor apron nml
sat down, Then she smiled,

"I'm goin' to- do my bost to hnve
Byron Theodoro nnd Libby n:i happy
as wo was, anyliuw."
Whon Byron Thooelore went back t

his wurk that morning lie weirkrel wlth
a wlll. lie whlstlcd aml sang like
tho healthy, hearty boy that ho was.
lt wns only to his Imn.ediute famlly
that he was Byron Theodoro t.e/nsborry.
Hls mothor. who had road somu. hud

glvon hlm thls name, In opposltlon Io
hls fathor's wlshos, whon ho waa n
tlny mlto throo days old.

"Soch a big namo for soeh a llttlofoller," hls father had sald, regardlngtho squlrmlng llttlo boy wllh plty.But tho chlld was so named, and so
called, untll ho stratod to school. Thoschool-teacher asked hlm hls nnmo,and bolng very bashful, ho had an-
sworotl hor in a very low tono. Throo
tlmes ho ropeatod it, and whon tbo
young teachor finally undcrstood, sho
looked at hlm thoughtfully for a mo-
mont, tiion wroto tbo namo down.
Bul hls schoolmatos would havo nono

of It; and throo days later bad rc-
chrlstonod thla snub-nosod; rod-chobked
boy. And hls nnmo was Barndoor.
Evon tho teachor called hlm by that
namo finally, though hls mothor and
grnndmothor mado spoclal calls at tho
Bchoolhouse to nrguo tho mattor.
Byron Theodoro fought wlth somo

of thi; boys noar hls own sizo, but
finally found that ho must knool to
tho inovitablo.
When tbo subjeet of Bnrndoor.'s mar¬

riage wns brought ufi, thi-i*e was a
dlsturbanco in tho Lonsbcrry family.
But finally, finillng thc young men so

dotermlnod, and that Grandmolhbr
Bcck was upholding hlm, thoy gave
in. Thero was no objectlon, espccially,
to Llbby, Barndoor's youthfulnoss anrl
lack of wnrUlly goods woro tho stum-
bllng blocks.

But Grandmothor Bock assured hor
daughter and son-ln-law thnt. lf noth¬
ing bapponod, Barndoor would got
Older. And, as for the othor objectlon,
she produced a cortaln gray sock,
which r.ontalneil moro than they had
supposod.
Sho counted purt of It out carefully

nnd ono flno day sho wont to Flvo
Points, where K'tc purchasod a good
cook stove an.l somo klttiiLn utonsll'i,
a table and somo chalrs.

They rcsurrocted an dld fasliioned
bed. hung somo curtain.., nnd l.lbby,
with her own hands, scrubbod iloors
and woodwork "ntil they woro clean
indeed. What lf thr* tloors were baro!
They were clean and cool. And thls
was only spring. A carpet could bo
made before wlnter sot ln.
Then, one sunshiny day, betweon

mllklng tlmes, tho "Baptia'" minis-

tor camo to tho Iionsberry home and
performed n marrlago ce>remony. And
ovory ono wns morry and gay, nnd
a dinner was sorvoel In gront style, a
dinner which tho "Babtls'" minister
dld not soon forget, ns Orandmotlier
liolped proparo It, and sho had boen
known in tlio pnst ns tlie best ceieik In
tlio county. Nor had she forgeitten
Iumv, anel, belng happy, anel wlshlng
to mako othors so, she falrly outdld
herself that day.
When tho dlnnor was over Llbby

oxchangoel hor white. dress for a elark
cnllco ono, and fell to wnshlng dlshoa
wlth a vim. There is llttlo time to
wasto on a jalry farm. But sh. sang
as sho w.rked.
Barndoor watched hor fllt about for

a tlmo, then went to do tho choros.
Ilo wus happy, very happy. When

hc saw Llbby run along tho orchard
pnth to tiuiir own llttlo nest, ho was
hnppler stlll. But thero was seimo-
thing lacking. Wcren't thlngs a llttle
prosy? Too matter of fact?

It worriod lilm and ho coasoel to
whlstlo andl went abotit hls work nh-
sont-mlndodly. Finally hls brow
clearVel, hc gave a whoop which scared
a flock of hens clean out of thelr
wlts, throw hls hat hlgh ln the alr,
anel went Into tho shcit
He drow the dalry wngon to thc

bnrnynrd pump and scrubheil It thor¬
oughly. Insldo and out Tho name
"Kerudulo Dalry" stood out ln bold
rolief, and Barndoor oyed it admir-
lngly.
Tho noxt morning ho rose and hur¬

rled to thc mliking shoebi: Hls father
und mother wero already there nt
work. Ho jolned theme wlth a will.

Aftor breakfast and whon tho mllk
had bee-n strnlned and bottlod, Barn¬
door sald gloefully:

"Llbby, slip your wcddln' llnory on

rlght eiulck. I'll git Into my best
dlldB as fjulok us I can."

Llbby lookod at lilm in wondor, but
dld ns sho wns told. When she had
dressed and como lo tlio door, B_rn-
door was walting wlth the clean dalry
wngon. Ho hclpod hor In.
"What wo tfuln' to do, Barndoor?"

she asked timlilly.
"Goin* em a wcddln' trlp," he an¬

swerod trlumphnntly, brenkititf off a

great spray of applo blossotns and

The Gentleman and the Frill
By E. CLAYTON McCANTS.

THE winter wns past, the wind
was in tho south, tho becs wero

^fil work, and an orlor of applo
blossoms was abroad in the
balmy alr. In compllment to

tbo bright spring weather the windows
of tho house at tho corner of tho street

wore open, and into thoso windows
there drifted the sounds of tlie outsido
world.thc low hum of .stirring insects,
tho raucous squabbllngs of tho many
sparrows ln tho street, and the musi¬
cal lovo-notos of the pair of catbirds
who wero bulldlng a nost in the qulnce
bush.es by the garden fenco.
At the end window of the house.tho

one that facos away from Iho cross

street and commands a view of tho
diminutlvo orchard where tlio frult
trees on this clay soemod lost in a

billowy. pink-and-whito cioiul of blos¬
soms.Tho Girl sat beforo her sowing
machino, now worklng tlu- troadle with
a brief and furious energy, now stop¬
plng to look at the other girl and to
air hor griovances; for sho had long
ngo shut her eyes to tho beauty of tho
world, and sho refused to liston to tho
plaints of tho sparrows becauso shc had
troubles of hor own.

"I just don't caro!" sho finally rc-

markod, wlth an omphatlc rod of her
pretty head, "it is The Gentleman's
fault, anyhow. Ho.he is so unreason-

nble!"
Tho other girl ralsed hor eyebrows.

For an hour it had boen evldent to her
that trouble was in tho air, but Tho
Gentleman was not hor "gontleman," so

sho felt that tho quarrol was none of
hers. Stlll, now that the mattor had
beon approached dlrectly, she could not
withhold a show of intciest.
"And so ho's going to-day?" Bho

asked suggostlvoly.
The Ciri shrugged her shapely shoul¬

dcrs. Yes.and he doesn't need to go
until ti-morrow afternoon. For my
part, I don't soo why ho should go evon
then." She ciippod her word> short and
sot tlio machlne whlrring agaln.

Boforo her, fllllng tlie "leaf" of tho
machino and overflowlng upon the floor,
wero multltudinous folds of delicato-
hued woven stuff, and on the tablo at
her sldo woro othor breadths of tho
same, together wlth odds and onds of
Bllk and ribbon, and a groat yellow pile
of tissuo-papor patterns.
Whllo Tho Girl spod tho machino tho

Othcr girl cama ovor to thc tablo, took

one of tho pieces of paper. spread it
out on the stuflf and plnned lt. Then
sho stopped baek and lookod at thc ef¬
fect, holding hor hoad sldowlso and coti-
slderlng, To the uninttlated mascullno
tho paper might liavo stood for any¬
thing from a Russlan war map to a

Standard Oll rate shcet, but the eyes
of tho othor glrl saw thereln the plans
aiul speclflcatlons of a gown.

"O Polly!" sho exclalmed, a llttlo
twtngo of elolleious envy taklng holel
of lior soul, "it's going to bo a beauty
.and that wide rulllod frill at tho bot¬
tom of th . skirt ia tlio darlingest part
Of il!"

Tlu' Glrl stoppoel the mae-hlne nnd
restoil hor chin on her lianels. "It's
lovely," sho ailmltted. "And to think
tliat Tho Gpntlemnn asked me to glvo
it all up.tho dross. and tho party. anel
my week-old engagement wlth Harry
White.just because he la going away
nnd wanted mo thls last night all lo
himself."
The othor girl lookoel properly sur-

priseil anel sympathetlcally outragod.
Then, with tlie consclousness of supe¬
rior vlrtue, she raised hor eyes hoaven-
ward.
"Thank gooflness!" sho oxelaimeel,

sclf-righteously, "I'm not engageel!"
Tho Glrl dropped her eyes. "I'm not,

elther," sho remnrked; "that is, not
now." Tho "now" soundcd depressed
anel a tlny blt tromulous.
The othor glrl looked up.here was

a sensntion.
"AVhat'" slie interrogntoel sharply.
Tho Girl's face gathered color.

"Yes," sho asserted, rocklo.ssly. "I can
be as obstlnate as Tho Gont'eman can.
I told him that I was going to thc
dance to-night, and that ho must walt
ovor and soo mo to-morrow night; that
if liis business is of moro Importanco
than I am, why" She hosltated. "Ho
has declded not to stny," she added,
declsivcly.
Tho othor girl looked grave. "Ho

can't stay. Polly," sho urged. "I heareT
him say that he coulel no*. They've
wirod for blm."
Tho Girl tipped her cliln Into tho alr.

"Tt doosn't matter now," she sald. "It
ls sottlod onco anel for all." Then her
lofty inelignntion doserted her and her
volce fell. "lie might have." sho be¬
gan, but broke nfr suddenly, turned tp
tho machine and set lt whirring ngaln.
Tho othor girl looked troublod; thon,

as a stop sounelod on tho front walk,
sho wont to *ho window anel poopod out.
"Why," she exclalmed, wlth somo re¬

lief ln hor tonos, "horo's The Gentlo-
mnn himself!" Aftor which she gath¬
ered up sundry of hor bolongings and
vaniahed dlsci.otly from tho room.
Tho Girl heard a qulck, heavy foot-

fall, but sho pretonded not to notice,
and tho machino weat fastor than be¬
foro.
"May I com ln?"

She could not evade tho lssuo, so sho
turned to face The Gc-ntleman.

"If yo% llke," sho roplled, qulte
frlgirlly.
Tho Gentleman, looklng a llttlo down-

east, stepped forward, b.arlng a suit-
caso in hls hand.
"I.l was on my way to the sta¬

tlon," he hesitated, "and I saw you at
tho wlndow here."
"You have n pleasant day for your

journoy," Tho Girl intcrrupted, hastily.
Thc Gentleman Ignorod her remark.

but east nbout for somo explanation of
his preaence thoro.

"I havo a photograph of you," he con¬
tlnued. a triilc lugubriously "I wlsh
to know if I may keep lt, or whether
it ls your wish that I."
Tho Girl averted her faco. "You must

return lt, of courso," she said, qulto
evenly.
The Gentleman flushcd. "Certalnly,"

hc replled. "I."
IIo lost the remainder of hls remark

by (lngerlng nervously at the fast.n-
Ings of tho suit-case. When he had
opened this ho spread the sides reck-
lossly. dug out a Iot ot brown papcr
parcels. and finally drow forth a linon
envelopo. Thls he handed to The Girl,
and, with a swift, unseelng movemont,
ho swept the ruck of hls own bclong-
lngs back lnto the caso again. Tho
Girl flngered tho envelopo, -looklng
down at her foot the while.
Whon The Gentleman hnd rebuckled

tho last strap ho extondod hls hand.
"I may never seo you agaln, dear,"

ho began.
Tho Girl caught up tho dress on the

machino as a drownlng man grasps at
a straw.

"I am goin... to wear thls to-nlght,"
sho sald, with a rush; "isn't It pretty?
Oh-h, good-by! Wlsh you a pleasant
journoy, I'm sure!"
Tho Gentleman wont out, bumping

tho sult-case savagoly ngainst ovory
convonlent obstaclo. The Girl dropped
down besid'e tho machino ar.d hid hor
faco In her arms.

After a littlo spaco tho othor girl
looked ln at tho door. _"Polly!" sho
called.
Tho Girl sat up suddenly and bognn

to scw again. Tho Qther girl camo up
behind hor and lald hor hand on hor
nrm.

"Is it all right. Polly?" she askod.
Tho Girl dld not answer. "I don't

bollevo I am going to llko thls dress,"
she prosontly announced, npropos of
nothing at all,
The othor girl looked concorned.

"Why, I ara suro." sho hogan.
Tho Girl snappert a thread and tum-

bled the cloth about. Then sho stood
up.

"Tho frlll?" sho oxplained. "Havo
you seen tho frlll?"
The othor girl rummaged sollcltously

through tho llttor that cumbercd tho

placlng thom In her Inp.
As thoy passed tho eloor of tho "now

house.," Orandmothor Beck appearod.
Sho Jorkod hor apron from lu-r waist
and wavcd It at tliem.

Just as tlie long rays nf red and
golel streamoel out across the sky thoy
elrovo Into tlio town. Hvorythlng was

quiet, as It was sJJll e-arly. Barndoor
had ono ann around Llbby nnel hold,
her hand. Tlio horso Joggod along tho
well-known roael; thcrc was no noed
of u drlver's hand.
Tlm wagon rattlod along merrlly, p.

soft brcezo was blowlng, tlio tilr was
swoot wlth plum blossoms. Ah, how
how happy thoy woro, theso two!

Llbby sat In tho wagon wlillo Barn¬
door dclivorcd thc mllk froin placo to
placo. Whcn thls was dono, bo elrovo
to tho hltcliiug placo und fastened tlio
horses.

Then, as proud a man as eve-r walkod
tho main street e^f Flvo Polnts. Barn¬
door leel Libby, wliose band tromblod
In hls and whoso chc-oks wcrej llko
rosos, to the bakcry, to tho lloroestead
"Bakery, where ho orderod two sand-
wiclies (which wore dry), two cups
of coffee (which wcrc tasteloss) and
some doughntits (which were stalo).
But, partakon of In- the glamour of
the bakcry at Klve polnts, on tho
wedding Journey, thoy were llko unto
noctar anel nmbrosla.

Then, liavlng bought five cents'
worth of candy nnel tho same amount
of peanuts, both of whleh Barndoor
gavo Into Llbby's kooplng, they drovo
horno.
The mendow larks callod loud and

cloar nnd the sun shone brlghtly. Llb¬
by sang from pure joyousness.
Then she puimcd and wtilspered:
"I'm so much ohlige-el fer the wcddln*

trlp, Barndoor. It's tho flrst.I mean,
I mean It's tho only ono I eter had.
An' it was such a s'prlso."

Sho slipped her hand In hls and
looked Into hls faco.

Ile looked at her fe.r an Instant. thon
gathered hor up In hls arms. His eyes
were full of tears.

"What, what you cryln' 'bout. Barn¬
door?" sho asked anxlously.

"Jest happy, llttlo glrl. Mos' too
happy, I'm 'frald. I'll allus be ge>£d to
you, nllus," ho murmure-d fervently.

tablo. "Beforo I wont out," she re-

marked. "lt was lylng Just hore."
Tho Girl stooped anel poered behind

tho machino, then stralglitoned herself
nnd sliock out a slilmine-ring length of
sklrt. "Now wherevor?" sho inqulred,
ejuorulously.
Suddenly sho droppod the garment In

a hoap anel turned to the other girl a

palr e,f brown eyes tha*. were darnp and
suspliiously rod.

"Let the frill go." she sald with un¬

necessary emphasls. "I hate the old
dress; I hat,- dances; and, anyhow, I'm
not going to-night!"

Tin? other glrl touchod hor on tho
cheok. "Vou're dead tired, Polly." sho
sald. judlclally. "You go rlght upstalrs
and resL"
The Glrl plodded up tho stalrs woar-

lly. Now that Tho Gentleman was Ir-
revorably gono. she dlsrovorod. eiuito
humanly. that sho wanted Tho Gentlc-
man above all else in the world. From
tho lower iloor came tho hum of tho
sewing machine.the othor glrl was

uslng it now.and from the window of
her chambor she could seo tho orchard
and the narrow whlto path along which
Tlie Gentleman had boon uscd to ap-
proach. Without warning, nn inoxpll-
calilo eleslre aroso to dress horsolf _e-

comlngly and go thither and vr.'ik a.long
tiio path.
For a whllo sho roslstod the tempta-

tlon. Out of tho purplo-hllled west a

brcezo" was blowing. bringing with lt
n tang of tho fields anel an odor of tho
blossoming hedge-roses that grow by
tho country roads. Softly, lest tho
other glrl should hoar, sho aroso and
went down and slipped out.

In the dlmlnutivo orchard tho applo
trees greeted her wlth a shower ot
petals and tho boes sang a monotonous
song to her as they camo and went
busily. Sho soated herself upor a little
rustic bench. How unroason iblo sho
had boen, to bo sure. Of cou -se busi¬
ness matters woro lmporntlve, and sho
folt in her hoart that sho herself would
havo thought less hlghly of Tho Gen¬
tleman had he yloldcd to her childlsh
whlm.
And yet, if ho nood not go untll to-

morrow, why should he leavo to-day?
With a woman's inconsoquenco sho ig-
nored thc fact that thoir ejuarrel hnd ren¬

dered his further stay n thing undesir¬
able. Petulantly sho dug Into the soft
earth wlth tho point of hor parasol,
Beyond tho garden fenco a llirush was

singing, overhead a hummingbird hung
on vibrant wlngs regarding her curiously.
Suddenly away across tbo town, sho

heard thc rush and the roar of a possing
train. He wna gono, then. Her eyes
fllled, and all the world swam mistily.
Sho had slarted to her room whon a

footstep soundetl on tho gravol behind
her.

"You!'1 sho cjnculatcd, turning.
Tlio Gentleman bowed vory stlflly.

"I.I. Inadvertontly, I got among my
packagos a ploco of your cloth.a.a
frill. I think." he stnmmercd. Thon his
oyos met hers. "Why!" ho exclalmed.
"Why, 8weethenrt-+"
When he had got her safely in hls

arms sho upturned her faco to hls. "I'm
so glad," sho murmured, "that you' caretl
to-to brlng tho frill."
Thc other girl looked out of the win¬

dow. "At loast I'm sano," ahc asserted
loftily.


